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OUT AT LAST; 

OR, 

THE FALLEN MINISTER. 



PROEMIUM. 

DOME time ago the Lyric Peter, 

With much fublimity of metre, 
Did prophefy a Minister jvould tumble! 

To verify the Poet's ode, 

Behold it pleafeth Man and God, 
In anger, his High Mightiness tohumblel 

GWMan! but not the Man of Ross ; 

He's down ! procumbit humi Bos. 

How like unto a crow, or rook, 

■i 
Shot near his neft (a mortal wound), 

He hung and bled, with downcaft look, 

Before he fous'd at laft to ground! 

B YesI 



l^ 
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Yes ! like thofe black birds much too long we faw 
The Culprit hanging by a fingle claw. 

What a vile bramble he has been, 
May now with half am eye be feen.— 
Look at us ! — -What poor fhiv -ring fheep, alack f 
Naked and lank — moft clofely (horn ! 

This hooking, dragging Imp, has torn 
The healthful, warming fleece from every hack I 

Gone I gone fome good-for-nothing ribs to treaty . 
But woe to that poor fheep which dar'd to bleat! 

Sing, Heavenly Muse, to whom our wool all goes : — 
To warm Dunjdas, Long, Wyndham, Canning, Rose,. 
Old Livbrpool and Cub, with each compeer. — 
While they caroufing fwuTd their toaft and fack y 
We t>it, in anguifh, rmifty b«ad and black, • • 

4 And writhing got the gripes 'from dead fcaali- bee* 

•' "Try 
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cc Try p ITT again,** fame fools exclaim. 

He has been tried, and tried, and tried— 
The hobbling Nation, ftill more lame, 

Has now nor crutch, nor afs to ride. 
" He'll mend" they roar. — He mend I the Mummer- 
Aye, mend juft like four ale in fummer. 

Lo, then, our fad State-Carpenter difinifs'd I 

No longer now his bungling art befools : 

Yet from the fervice when the man was hifs'd, . 
Why leave behind his Bubget and his Toqi,s .?.- 

Glad as a bird that 'fcapes the kite, I'll drop * 
The lamentations of poor Jeremiah ; . 

Of gay Pindarics open a frefh fhop, . 

And pour the fong of triumph with Isaiahs. 
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READER, in this my Lyric Ode, 

I imitate a Man of God ; 
That Poet of fublimity, Isaiah : 

A man of quality, of note ; 

Of arms pofTeffing a rich coat', 
A Brother to the great Kino Azariah. 

Lotd! how the Poet did be/patter 
The Babylonian Monarch with his fatirel' 
Were I to talk fo of a Britijh King, 
What were my fate? Alas! a firing 1 
Not firing, dear Reader, that the Jhoulder decks i 
"But firing that twines at Newgate round our necks. 



ODE 
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ODE OF TRIUMPH. 

XOSSING poor Englishmen in fcorn, 

The Bull no more exalts his horn! 
Thank God, the Beast is put at laft to pound I 

And that he never may get out, 

To make another curfed rout, 
Forms many a hearty pray'r and wifli profound. 

What! is there not one fong of forrow, 
One tear of pity ? — Let me fay, 
There's neither dirge nor tear to-day > 

Whatever there may be to-morrow. 
Nay, cannons roar applaufe— the bells are ringing— 
And Earth, rejoicing, breaketh into finging. 

No more he turns the burning globe; •' 

But on a dunghill, juft like Job, 

C Scratching, 
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Scratching, furveys his melancholy plight! 

No more with Hal, his chum, to booze," 

And for the State's falvation fnooze, 
He bids the Clarets and Champaigns good night. 

But hark! Old England's Genius lings ! 

(Sounds that will pierce the ears of Kings) 
u Harpoon'd art thou at laft, thou flound'ring porpoife— 

" Thou who haft fwallow'd all my rights, 

" Gobbling the migbtieft juft like mites — 
" Devouring like a fprat my Habeas Corpus" 

" Thou, who didft -bind my fons in chains, 
• c And nearly beatedft out their brains, 
, " For fear their wrath might kindle riot ; 
*« And, after binding them in chains, 
«« And nearly beating out their brains, 
« Didft cry — « How tame they lie, poor things I how quiet Y 

« Thou 
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" Thou who di4ft groaning Prifoncrs keep 

" In Cold-bath Fields, like haplefs fheep 
" Whom horrid butchers mean to flay ; 

" Where Aris with his iron rod,- 

" The Pluto of the dark abode, 
" Roafted and broil'd in cook-like way 

" The vi&ims of his pow'r and pride, 
. " And damn'd them all before they died. 

" Art thou the Caitiff, with imperious frown, 

" Who o'er the Bard didft hold thy hempen firing; 
, " Threat'ning to hang him, if, to pleafe the town, 
" He dar'd to fmile or wink at Q;— or K— •; 
" Or dar'd (no matter how divine the Songs) 
<l To chaunt of Dumplings, Sheep, or Parson Younqs; 
<c To mention kine and corn, and Famine's groans ; 
" Record wit Royal, and crack jokes on Thrones ?'* 

Bold 
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Bold haft thou faid, " Supreme Til prate — 
" I will be Minifter of State, 
" And Twill from night to morn the Nation's wine : 
*' I will get drunk with honeft Hal : 
" The bottle my dear conftant Baal, 
I'll daily kneel and hiccup at hit fhrine. 



<< 



" Snoring upon the State-machine 

" My drowsy Brother mail be feen, 
" Who from his cradle never heard the Lark. 

" I grant the man the wheels will clog, 

" Lazy as Ludlatri* lazy dog, 
" That held his head agairift the wall to bark 

■ w . ^ 
u 

c< His nofe may like the bull-frog roar — 
li The State mail pay him for thtfnore; 



«ru 
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« I'll buffet Opposition's waves: 
" I have my creatures and my flaves ; 
" For any borough will I bring my man in : 
" The pooreft that crawls I'll raife, 
" To yield his incenfe-pot of praife, 
' From Greek-mouth' d Bblgravb to lame-Latin Canning* 

" I'll penfion any fool or knave ; 
" The Nation's pocket, my poor flave, 
<c Shall open, nor dare make a pother— 

" Gifford, that crooked Babe of Grace, , 

c( And Canning too, (hall be in place, 

" And get a penfion for his Mother. 

JD ■ ■ «• Ev* n 

Lame-Latin Canning.]— This Gentleman was ravijhed from his 
Oppofition-FnV«^f on account of Juppofed extraordinary talent;. A 
completer take-in of the Knvwihg-onet was never more laughably 
experienced amongft the Black-legs of the Turf. His " Iter Ad Mec- 
" cam," for the Univerfity Prize, exhibited Juci proofs of ideas and 
fcholarfhip as put the poor Dean of Chrift-Church to the blufli. The 
firft effort was condemned to the flames, though it obtained the Prize : 
the fecond was a cobbled piece of work between Mr. Canning and 
Somebody of Chrift-Church, which with difficulty paffed mujler. 
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" Ev'nGn— »v — * t Cobbler (hall cootfforih % 
" And hammer to die worfd mjr worth— 

cc Come 

C — V— %'% Cobbler.] — This is a moft extraordinary fellow, fpeca- 
latively virtuous, and pra&ically wicked— forever bellowing uk the cinfc 
of Religion and Morals, yet in the daily pradice of every thing that* ' 
Aotild fi* him at the cartVtail,— To jollify the above aflcrtions, accept, 
Reader, 2 /mall (ketch of his life, and blufh for the depravity of Hum a n> 
Nat uk 1 1 Taken from a Cobbler's Stall at Afhburton, a little town in- 
Devonshire, byMr.CooKESLV, a Surgeon of that place, whomiftook the 
itch of rhyme for the injpiration of the Muses, he was, by a fubfeription** 
of the gentlemen of the town and neighbourhood, pkocd at a Grammar 
School, and afterwards fent to Exeter College — At this College, after his- 
daily occupations of toHtng the bell, waiting at dinner, and- lighting the 
candles, he amufed himfelf with writing, fcandalous lampoops on the 
Heads of the College, as well as other refpe#abl'e charaders of the Uni- 
vcrfity— Noticed however by a Clergyman, he was introduced to Earl G. 
who foon found an honourable employment for him, luckily for his Lord- 
/hip's pleafures, and fortunately congenial to the diipoiition of Giv-< 
FORD.— In a little time he tripped up the heels of his Oxford Friend* 
oaftedi hhn from the houfc of G — by lying infinuations, and publicly 
triumphed in his ilicceis.— His next glorious adtion was to fend a 
caft-off Strumpet of his L — dfh — p to tKe Widow of his old Friend. 
Cookesly, who, for a livelihood, kept a creditable Boarding- (chbQl.— 
She was recommended by Giffordzsumodejl young Lady, for education,, 
which modeji young Lady, in a few months, betrayed her old Cyprian 
propenfities, and very expeditioufly blafied the School': — this was the 
fubjett of another triumph. To continue his progrefs in infamy with, 
an, equal fplcndour, he fedttfced a beautiful and innocent girl, called 

Mary 
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" r ' 

" Come hobbling forth tfithdtrir one blufh of fhamey 
" With heeltaps, ' toe-csfps, f6fc& fdr wom-out Fam*:"" 

wr 

Mary Weeks, a native of Afhburton. Under the pretence of marrying 
her, a fellow with a furplice was prepared to execute this nefarious * 
matter; the (ham ceremony was performed, the poor girl was raided;/ 
and after fatiety had taken place with her infamous feducdiV fhcwasfcnt 
back to Afliburtoil* where (he pined and dfed of a broken heart! ! ! To 
fupport the credit of his paft achievements, he published a moil dirty and 
fcandalous Poem, called "The Afliburtoniad," abufing all his old and 
refpe&aMe Benefactors. Previoufly to the above z&, he had obtained an 
ample fiibfctfption for a Trariflatibn of the Satires of Juvenal, which 
(happily for the Public, and paper, and print) he never performed.— To 
accommodate his Maecenas, he keeps a creature as a Decoy-duck, .an &> 
has actually ferithcr to neceflltous young women of beautyand ianoccnce,. 
under the pretext of learning to read and write. — Such are parts of hia 
KfcMHuNC, ttrRomane, ciroeto, hie niger ejt.v—lt rouft not however be 
forgotten, that, for his atrocious calumnies, he was lately cudgelled in one 
Wright's (hop, a poor ignorant andspains- taking Bookfellcr in Picca- 
dilly; andi in fpiteofthe moft folemnatad tender protcftations of his own 
bead andflioulders, he with an unprecedented effrontery denied the fad j 
and, notwithftanding a meflagc, informing him that he was cudgelled/ 
moft foundly cudgelled, and that he fhould be cudgelled again in 
order to oblige him, by producing a complete conviffion, he had not 
the manners td anfwer the civility. 

He continues in his favouritfc occupation of adtoiniftering as Jitkdll to : 
the conftantly watering chops of the'toothlefs Old Lion. To ufe another 
fgure, he is ftill his Lordfiip's Gatrteietper, and guards the plump little 
partridges (which arc exceedingly numerous on *//his Lofdihip's Ma- 

nors) > 
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" I'll hire each proftituted Mufe t 
<c For mags, for newspapers, reviews; 
" I'll pay the ballad-finger's throat for praife: 

"My 

iiors) with (o much laudable affiduity from Poachers $ that, he has been 
amply and gratefully remunerated with ao honourable annuity from Co-. 
vernmentI!! 

As for Mr. Giff6rd's rhymes, they will appear extraordinary to 
fuch Readers (and they are riot a few) as prefer bombaft to fublimity. 
Bom baft is the idol of the Vulgar — To fuch, the attic fmplicity appears 
arrant in/Spidity-—thc vulgar' eye is fooner fafcinated by the (tiff, flaring 
cabbage-trofe brocade of the Harlot, than the modeft and fnowy robe of 
In noc b n c b . The ear of the true Critic diftinguithes with facility the 
difference between the mellifluous tones of the Lyre of Apollo and the 
hard, ponderous founds of the hammered Lap- (lone. To indulge a Greek 
quotation from Proclus on Plato* without offence to his Pupil, the 
learned Lord Belgrave, Mr. William Gyfford is— ifamr * 
*i\9€*Qw> totoroQos it » iWk- -which I trandate thus : " He is a Poet 
with Poctafters, and a Poetaiftcr with Poets." So much inequality 
pervades his vcrfe f that the Faculty would pronounce his Muse 
afflidted with the rickets. Still, to do him every juftice, his various 
vcrfes are very well for a Cobbler ; they muft undoubtedly fmell of the 

ftall. 

fuo femel eft imhuta recens fervabit odorem 
efta diu ■ 

So fingeth Horace, who, one would think, had peeped into futurity, and 
penned the happy line for poor Crispin. 

So far from originality of thought and a luxuriance of imagery in his 
lines, there reigns a pitiable fatxjine: aukward and obfeure inver- 

fions, 
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" My viiage (hatchet-like, indeed !) 
cc In fliops the gaping mob fliall feed— . 
" My name on rails (hall grace the King's highways ; 

£ . u . And 

fions, with a vcrbofe pornpofiiy, form the leading features of ala^oil 
every couplet. Indeed, it were cruel to exped more. Sprung from a 
dunghill, and old bqfoi&he was charitably taken from his flail, at the fame 
time totally deftitute of the poetical chiaradler, what could a few fcraps 
of Latin and Greek do for an' object t whofe fole power? lay. within 
the circumfcribed fpace of ,a rhyme? A Riddle in the Lady's 
Diary — an Acroflic in a Newspaper— an abufive Stanza in the 
Anti-Jacobin Review, or a Criticifm in the .British Critic 
(equal, perhaps, to thofe of poor paralytic^pARsoN Nares, a mofl: 
feeble pillar of that falling fabric, and lately fent for a maintenance to 
that idle and expenfive Toyjhop of the Nation, called the British 
Museum) — form at prefent his amufement. At theHoufe of Gr — v— r 
he experiences a prodigality of praife. But his Lordship and his 
Ladies are better qualified for writing the hiftory of Pdphqs than 
Parnajfus. 

. Oft ther appearance of this* Gentleman's laft lying publication, which 
was in fome meafure anfwered by the argumentum baculmum, I 
entertained thoughts of ^formal execution of the felon,, in a folcmn 
poetical epiftlc; but, on reflexion, thinking him beneath the dignity 
of fuch an exhibition*. I determined to bang him in a note. 

For, Ihould the Mufe*z fatire bid Kim die, 
'• . ' The Goo a*^^^^ - 

Before I conclude^ it may "not be unacceptable to my Readers to be 
informed that his L-d(h-p fometimes kills hit own mutton — founts with- 
out 
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" And tr&ftiers, whether Act mar ride or wA, 
•'* Read * Pitt for everT in broad-fbrintg chalk. 

21 I"H pbec die Ca?£ts on the throne, 

" And France her worthy Kings flail own ; 
" And Box A7A&TE (boo my rage (hall fed ; 

" Crouch to my whip, whole lafh (hall faring 

(( The daring Corfican, poor thing, 
<( Tuft like a whining (paniel to my heeL 

• 

Oft haft thou laid, with fcowHng eye, 

" The world I hate, difdain, defy; 

« lvalue 

out his Jackall— and fuccreds. Witte& the feOowing little genuine 
epiftk: 

' DEAK G , 

' I am in lock to-day — fprung a fine covey amongft * parcel 

* of brambles. Take care of the plump littk bird that bean this 

* letter— clean her and comb her well, cut her nail* dote, and put 

* herfobed. < 
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<« I value neither Commoner nor Peer: 
" He who attacks me, dearly pays: 
. " A man muft have, the Proverb fays, 
" Good iron nails that fcratches with a Bear. 

c< Art Thou the Man who bilKd poor Paul, 
" Who font his bears, the dev'l and all, 

<c To fight in Britain's caufe fo hearty? 
" Art thou the Man (whom nothing (names), 
" Who made his Office Clerk* call names, 

" And fling their dirt at Bonaparte? 

Bold haft thou faid, with dauntlefs^/W, 
" Til damn the motidh on Ferrob, 

" No matter whether cowardice or not* 
" Whatever was the crying Jin, 
" Sir Jambs fhall fleep in a whole flan-— 

" Hal fays too, Pulteney muft not go to pot. 



<C 



The 
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41 71k kmg-mockd world may roar — ** Where's 

* Huok heaven! we eorj know the 



68 S*fr are my minions,*' thou art pleat'd to uy ; 

ct Whir ill they do, is quickly d&u a&am: 

" 5^ < fc fecure is er'rj culprit's lot) 

« Muft make /rang 1 intrvft to get hang'd or (hot," 

• 

Thou, in thine inlbience, haft &d r 
" At Me the world doll cowrafraid; 

" Old Ganges humbly atravfcet iaildow; 
" Mogul, Nizam, and Rjljae bend; 
" Slave-like, their humble trir*;te lend, 

" And learn from Me their future fates to know* 
" T hole dare not call mr hari oecrecs a«;.A 
" But kifs the foot that fhmps ihem in the da£L 



«« Ikd 
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" Ind fhall her ftreams Pa&olean pour; 

" On petticoats her di'monds fhow'r, 
i( And ftomachers and caps, the courtly things : 

" TKuncbriftian Turk his gems fhall fend— 

" His trembling tottering turban rend, 
" To grace the beaver'd brows of Chriflian Kings. 

<c Peru fhall gild St. James's walls and doors; 

" And ravag'd Mexico emblaze the floors." 

Bold haft thou faid— " I'll curb the P— ; 

" His bleeding mouth fhall forely wince, 
" I value not his birth, his pride, his flates 

tl O'er Y — ke triumphant too I'll tow'r; 

" And Cl — ce fhall not bpaft the pow'r 
" To make a Gunner, or a Gunner's mate.*' 



Such 
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Such of Britannia's Genius is the fong! 
Now let the Bard the theme purfue, . 
And, with an equal ipirit too. 

In thunder drive the Muss's car along. 



Poeta loquitur. 

Bold haft thou fworn — " The Muse I'll check ; 

" Each, with a halter round her neck, 
" Shall fing with trembling, trembling dread ; 

" Nay, mould Apollo's fong be fharp, 

" And on my power and glory harp, \ 
'* Off goes at once the fellow's head : 

" I'll make a puddle of their dreams, 

" That give the Bards their pretty dreams ;' 



"And 
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<< And through the tuneful (hades (hall ftray 
14 My Jack-afles, to graze an$l bray." 

Thou 'rt an abominable branch: 
No more (halt thou enjoy a haunch- 
No more with Harry boose from night to morn— 
The Hackneymen, to thy amaze, 
Shall cry, " My money for my chaife; 
" The money, Sir, to pay for hay and corn! 
" Come, Sir, I know what's what, and who is who; 
" I'll truft no longer— d-mn me, if I do.** 



See 



My Jaci-ajes.] — The Mathiases, the Giffords, the B— 's, 
the C — 's, &c. &c. Will it be credited that an Adminiftration fo 
feeble (hould.not have fele&ed one tolerable literary pillar to fupport it* 
imbecility ? Where was Huntsman-Wyndham's judgment, when he 
made choice of hounds to run down Opposition ? Heavens blefs us ! 
Not one decent dog in the pack — neither mje aotjpeedl — abfolutely a 
parcel of yelping Curs! 
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Obey thy mandate, and applaud thy wit ? 

Unnotic'd thou fhalt lonely ride, 

Attended only by thy pride 9 
That never, never yet forfook a Pitt. 

Cur-like fhalt thou walk in and out, 

Unnotic'd at her •Grace's rout ! 
Unnotic'd, down thy throat, her paftry poke: 

No bumpkin, no poor country wight, 

Shall, dealing near with curious fight, 
Watch if thy jaw-bones wag like thofe of common fcSkl 

George Rose's Papers fhall turn tail— 

Expofe thy blunders, ftorm and rail, 
And ope of calumny the dirty fprings j 

While Anti- Jacobin Reviews 

Shall cull the literary flews 
Torjlowers to deck the Counsellor of Kings. 

Each 

• The jolly and hofpitablc Duchess of Gordon. 
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Each Newspaper that took delight 

To make thee, like the (how-ball, white, 

Will paint thee now as black as hell : 
No more thfvok* angelic hail, 
But give thee horn, and hoof, and tail, 

With Cerberus's frightful yell! — 
Paint thee a damned fpirit from below, 
Rais'd by fome Wizard for the Nation s woe. 

Lo I thou art fprawling in the dirt 1 

The Mob their wanton jokes will fpirt 1— 

Behold a fable Chimney-sweep appear 1 
And hark ! a Scavenger, with eyes 
Sparkling with rapture and furprife, 

Exclaims— <c Ah, Master Billy, are you there f" 
Then, anxious to reward thee, on they ruth, 
One with his broom % and t'other with his brujbl 



Hark! 
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Hark I Authors braying round thee crowd, 

And Authoresses cry aloud— 
" Villain! to wage a war with a'l the Mufesl" 

And lo, the Printers' Devils appear! 

With ink thy vifage they befmear, 
While each in turn indignantly abuses; 

And more their pris'ner to difgrace, 

They empt the pelt-pot in thy face ! 

Roaring, around thee as they caper, 

" Take that, my boy, for Tax on Paper!" 

And lo, with anger Hardy glows! 
The Man of Leather, with delight, 

Runneth his awl into thy nofe, 
And ftirrups thee with all his might. 



"He 



The pelt -pot. .]— An utenfil amongft Printers, containing a certain 
ftalc fluid ibr the benefit of the balls. 
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" He wants much mendings d-mn my eyes I 
The punning Son of Crifpin cries— 
! l The fhoe quite rotten— yes, the whole— 
" Quite vanifl Bbfe r bit ofyta." 



»» 




And, fee ! the GiR ^ESr ound thee throng— 
" Art thou the Wight, thus ftretch'd along, 

" An enemy well known to Wives and MhTes? 
<c Art thou the man who doft not care 
« For oglings, fqueezes of the Fair; 

" Nay, makeft up wry mouths at woman's kifles?*'— 
Then (hall the Nymphs apply their birchen rods* 
And bade thee worfe than Pbter Pindar's Odes. 



And fee popr Paddy with his pole ! 

" By Jafus now, I'll twig his jowl, 

For leaving us poor Chmflians in the lurch: 

H "Open 



cc 
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u Open your jaw-bones, Mailer Knave-— 
" Where be the promifes ye gave, 
" To give a bit of fhove to Mother Church? 

" To a good market, faith I oxx$jf£jj&k&ravg6t~~ 
<c And fo we're dead, and kill'd, and murder'd, all for 
" naught f 9 




The Cats fhall fpjt at thee I — and, hark I 

The Curs in yelling concert bark* 
The Cats exclaim—" Our mice with famine moan I 

" Not one fat mpufe is to be had 1" 

" Aye,'* cry the Curs, and what's more fad, 
" We cannot now obtain a well-pick'd bone!" 
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O Furcifer — no, Lucifer I mean- 
How art thou fall'n! fall'n from tia&ftarry fpherel 

Kkk'd from the prefence of the K. and Q^— 
From Burgundy, from Claret, to fmall beer I 

That 
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That feature of ihy-fececaU'dw^ . 

Which now with many a ruby glows* ' ? 

Shall lofe, alas) its wonted fine 1 

The Clarct-luPylyiliBxpircl , 

For Poverty's pale fingers foon pick out 

The blufhing rubies 9*%e richeft fnout,* 

The meancft of the ineanlball feoff, ' 

And cry, " I'm glad the fellow** offP 
The Taylor leaps in rapture from hfs board; 

The Cobbler throws his' (hoe away ; 

The Wafherwoman flings her tray; 
The' Shoeblack drops his bruit, and thanks the Lord: 

To pot-houfes they run with loud acclaim, 

To get more joyful news from Gossip Fame. 

Fox, on thy fall, with fcorn muft look; 
And pointed Sheridan and Tooxs 

WiU 
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Will make thee tingle with the lafli of wit: 
The poorcft reptile of the Houfe, 
The vilefl: little Borough Louie, 

Will (cratch and bite the back of Billy Pfcr. 



And He, of whom the Muses brag, 

r 

From his ftretch'd jaws {hall pull the gag, 
And vengeful to thy head {hall give it wing: 
Then (hall he cry, with dauntlefs looks, 
" 1*11 go again amongft the Cooks, 
41 And tell mort pretty tales of <t- and K-— . 




And He.]— My very identical and numerical Self, whofe innocent 
and improving rhymes falling fome years fince in the way of an irri- 
table and offended Balhaw, gave birth to an A& of Parliament 
vowing vengeance on the flight that would, by any profe or poetical 
anatomy, dare exhibit the infidc of Heads Royal. 



THE END. 
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